196	A MODERN COMEDY
" Very well, thank you, sir."
" I'm at Green Street. I stayed up about a young man.
Have you any vacancy in your office for a clerk—used to
figures. I want a job for him."
" Come in here, sir," said Michael, entering a small room.
Soames followed and looked round him.
" What do you call this ? " he said.
" Well, we call it' the grave '; it's nice and quiet. Will
you have a sherry ? "
" Sherry ! " repeated Soames. " You young people think
you've invented sherry ; when I was a boy no one dreamed
of dining without a glass of dry sherry with his soup, and
a glass of fine old sherry with his sweet. Sherry! "
" I quite believe you, sir. There really is nothing new.
Venice, for instance—wasn't that the fashion, too ; and
knitting, and royalties ? It's all cyclic. Has your young
man got the sack ? "
Soames stared. " Yes," he said, " he has. His nanv
is Butterfield ; he wants a job."
" That's frightfully rife ; we get applications every day.
I don't want to be swanky, but ours is a rather specialised
busiaess. It has to do with books."
" He strikes me as capable, orderly, and civil; I don't
see what more you want in a clerk. He writes a good hand>
and, so far as I can see, he tells the truth."
" That's important, of course," said Michael; " but is he
a good liar as well ? I mean, there's more likely to be
something in the travelling line ; selling special editions, and
that kind of thing. Could you open up about him a bit ?
Anything human is to the good—I don't say old Danby
would appreciate that, but he needn't know."
" H'm ! Well—he—-er—did his duty—quite against his
interest—in fact, it's ruination for him. He seems to be
married and to have two

